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THE SAXON SERF:
A TALE OF ENGLISH ELAVERY, IN THE
' TWELFTH CENTURY.
pY MENRY WILLIAM HEREERT
Ccilkb. 1.
The Forest of Sherwood.
e rode half n mile the way ;
{10 saw no light that came of day ;
Then eame ho to & river broad,
Never man over sueh one rode
Within he saw a place of green,
Sgch one had he nover erst soen. i
Larly Motrieal Romaunts. Guy of Warwick.

{p the latter part of the twelfih century—
when, in the reiga of Henry 11, fourth success.
or of the Conqueror, and grandson of the first
prince of that name, knowa as Boauclero—the
wonditivn of the vanquished Saxons had b&
gun in sime sort to uwmend, though no fusion
of the raves had as yet commencasd, and tran-
quillity was partially restored to England, the
greater part of the northern counties, from the
Teout to the mouths of Tyne and Solway, were
litle better than sn wabroken chase or forest,
with the excaption of the fiefa of a few great
barons, or the territories of a few cities and
fren horough towns ; and thenoe, northward to
the Seottis frontier, all waa & rade and path-
less desert of morasses, moors, and mountaing,
untrodden wave hy the foot of the persecuted
Saxon outlaw,

In ths west and north Ridings of the great
sud important Shire of York, there were, it is
true slready & few towns of more than grow-
ing importance ; several of which had been
originaily the sites, or had grown up in the
viunity and under the shelter of Koman
Mative envampmasnts ; whereof not a few of
them hove retained the evidence in thelr com-

mon termination, caster, while others yet re-
taiped the more modern Saxon ations
00 these two cisse, Donoaster, Pontefract,

Rotherham, Shefield, Ripon, may be taken as
esamples, which were even then flourishing,
wad, for the timas, evan opulent manufasctaring
boroughs, while the vaady larger and more
wealthy commeroial places, which have sinee
sprung up, mushroom-like, around them, had
then neither hearths nor homes, namas nor ex-
Jetence

lo addition to these, many great lords and
powerful harons alroady possessed vast de-
me4ne4 and manors, and had erected almost
royal Drtalises, the venerable ruins of which
sull hear evidence to the power and the mar-
tisl spirit of the Norman Lords of Eogland ; and
even more majestio and more richly endowed
institutions of the church, euch as Fountaios,
Jurvaulx, and Bolton Abbayee, still the won-
der and reproach of modern architecture, and
the admiration of modern artiste, had created
sround themselves garden-like oases among the
green glades and grassy aisles of the imme-
morial British forests; while, emulating the ex-
smple of their feudal or clerical superiors, many
i military tenant, many a gray-frocked friar,
had reared his tower of strength, or built his
lonely oall, upon s:me moat-surrounded mount,
or in kome bo-ky dingle of the wood.

In the Enst Riding all to the north of the
ancient city of the Shire, even then famous for
i« minster and its eastle, even then the see
sud palace of the second srohbishop of the
realm was wilder yet, ruder snd more uneivil
id. Even to this day. it is, comparatively
speaking, a bleak and barren region, over-
swept by the euld gusis from the German
osean ahounding more in black and stormy
wulds thun in the cheerful green of copee or
wildwood, rejoicirg little in pasture, less in
tillsge, and hoasting of nothing superior to the
dall marks towns of the interior, and the
sl fish g villages, nested among the crags

i iren poast.

M st pitlessly had thia distriot baen ravaged
by the Conquerwr and his immedinte successor,
aur itw first desperate and protracted resist-
ance to the arms of the Norman; after the
Sizon hope of England fell, to arise no more,
Upon the bloody field of Hastings; uwnd alter
fuch one of the fierce Northern Risngs

I'he prople were of the hard. old, stubborn,
Dinish stock, more pertinacious even, and
mire stubborn, than the enduring Saxon, but
With & dash of a hotter and more daring spirit
than hetonged to their slower and more slug-
gish brethren,

These mon would not yield, could not be
ubdiued Ly the iron-sheathed eavalry of the
Wtrusive kings They wore destroyed by them,
the lands swept bare* the buildings burned,
the churches desecrated. Manors, which under
tienutve rule of the Confessor had ensily yield-
“l sxty ehillings of snnual rent, without dis-
e w their ocoupants, soarcely paid five to
their foraign lords ; and estates, which under
the wnoient rulo opulently furnished forth
liwng ts twot English gentlemen of rank with
imﬁn:ng households, now barely supported two
miseruble Suxon oultivators, slaves of the woil,
piving their foreign lords, with the blood of
ter hands and the sweat of their brows,
*urcly the twelfth part of the revenne drawn
irum them by the old proprietors,

When, in a subsequent insurrection, the Nor.
min king wgain marched northward, in full
(ive 1 carry his conquering arms to the
frontiers of Sceotland, and, sustained by his fe-
Fotious energy, did sctuslly force his way
thiugh the misty moorlands and mountainous
‘:{,"*-r' guns of Durham, Northumberland, and

i relund, he bad to traverse above rixty
‘I'“'l"* o tountry, once mot the least fertile of
i vewlyconguered realm, in which bis mail-
:twi EN-AL wrins snw neither green leaves on
wan T8 nor green erops in the field ; for the

Il.dft:i \he torch had done their work, not

N r-n'ﬁ Y. pussed neither standing roof nor
‘¥ beurth; encountered peither human
wh'..-; hr.ur Il"-iH'Io of the field; only the wolves,
0 e o Vecome g0 numerous from desustude
e Iv:h;"‘“" Ol man, that they scarce cared to
L;,‘_‘.lm':_.‘h" clush and clang of the marching

I the northward and ortheastw :
Vorkshiire, including wh..': are now L:r:;ﬁt{r:
Westmorelund, N rthumberland, and Comber.
Mud. though the Conqueror, in his first ireesist-
" prosecution of red-handed victory, had
Warched and countermarched scroms them
:r‘""? wis even ot the time of my narrative
!h‘m ncarly u century had fled, little if any-
(TR ol permancnt progrees or civilization, b
h‘;‘;dl lh: t--:_shlinhmmf o fow feudal holdy

" vorder furtresses, ench with its petty ham-
:muﬂ-nd benoath its shelter. Tho marches,
tro 4 of Laneashire, toward ite southern ox-

"y, were in some degreo permanently set-
o by wilitary coloniats; in not a few in-
Welor, ("@posed of Flemings, s were the
'I,'}u,::‘ fruntiers of the neighboring province of
the 'u'l'}“‘ plunted there to check the inroads of

_._unconguered Cymri, to the protection

nuBau it
m wasta. Modo ownius wasta. Ex
g U Ao wasis— Domesday Book, Vol. 1, fol.

"0us Taini tenuere
: . ibi sunt ]
" valyy g slidos. w I“::u“.:ﬁ“m cum I omme

Liid., Vol 1, fol. 845

of whose mountaing, and lste-preserved inde-
pendence, their whilom enemies, the now perse-
cuted Saxons, had fled in their extremity.

It is from these industrious artieans, then the
= | ment of the advantages of the proposed plan of

scorn of the high-born men.at-arms, that the
trade had its origin, which has filled the bleak
moors, and every torrent gorge of Lancaster
and Western York, with s teeming Knpuhtlun
and & manufacturing opulence, such ns, elso-
where, the wide earth has not witnessed. Even
at the time of which 1 write, the elack of their
fulling mills, the click of their looms, and the
din of their trip-hammers, resounded by the
gide of many a lonely Cheshire stream; but
il to the north and westward, where the wild-
est hillsides and most forbidding glens are
now more ulous and richer than the great-
eat cities of &m days, all was desolate as the
aspeot of the scenery, and inhospitable as oli-
mate that Jowers over in copstant mist and
darkness.

Only in the southwestorn corner of West.
moreland, the lovely land of lakes and moun.
tains and green pastoral glens, beyond More-
cambe bay and the treacherous sands of Lun-
oaster, had the Norman nobles, as the eatering
tide nrerz upward throngh the romantic glens
and ghylls of Netherdule and W harfedale, past
the dim peaks of Pennigant and Ingleborough,
establi-hed their lines in those pleasant places,
and reared their castellated towers, and laid
out their noble chases, where they had little
interruption to aporehend from tyrannie
firest laws of the Norman kings, which, where
ever their authority extended, bore not more
harshly on the Saxon serf than on the Norman
nohle.

To return, however, toward the midland
oounties, and the rich regions with which this
brief survey of Northern England in the early
years of the twelfth eentury commenced—a
vast tract of country, including much of the

orthern portions of Nottingham snd Derby-
whire, and all the south of the West Riding of
York, between the rivers Trent and Eyre, was
vcceupied almost exclusively by that most beau-
tiful and famous of all Britizh forests, the im-
memorial and time-honored Sherwood—theme
of the oldest nnd most popular of English bal.
lads—scene of the most stirring of the old Ro-
maunte—scene of the most magnificent of mod-
ern novels, inequalled Ivanhoe—home of that
more than half-historie personage, King of the
Saxon greenwoods, Rohin Hood, with all his
northern merrymen. Ssathelock, and Friar
Tuck, and Littlejohn, Allan-a-dale, wild for-
est minstrel, and the blythe woodland queen,
Maid Marion — last leafy fortalice, wherein
throughout all England proper lingered the
sole remains of Saxon hardihood and independ.-
ence—red hattle-field of the unsparing conflicts
of the rival Roses.

There stand they still, these proud, majestic
kings of by-gone ages; there stand they still,
the

“hallowed onks,
Who, British-born, the last of Hritish rave,
Hold their primeval rights by nature’s charter,
Not st the nod of Camsar; "

There stand they still, erect, earth.fast, and
massive, grasping the green sward with their
gunarled and knotty roots, waving “their free
heads in the liberal air,” full of dark, leafy um.
brage clothing their lower limbs, but far aloft
towering with bare, stag-horned, and splinter-
ed branches toward the unchanged sky from
which 8o many ries of sunshine had smiled
drumil ofstempest frowned npon their *vecular
life of ages.”

There stand they still, | say; alone, or scat-
tered here and there, or in dark, snlemn groups,
adorning many a noble park of modern days,
or looming up in solemn melancholy upon some
“one-tree hill,” thronghout the fertile region
which lLies along the line of that great ancient
road, known in the Saxon daye as Ermine
streat, but now. in common parlance, called
“the Dukeries,” from seven contignous domains
through which it sweeps, of England's long-
lined notile.

Not now, as then, enveloping in its green
hosom sparse tracts of cultivated lands, with &
few borough towns, and a few fendal keeps, or
hierarchal abbayes, but itself severed into di.
vers and far-distant parcels, embosomed in

broad stretches of the deepest meadows, t“

most teeming pastures, or girdled on its swell-
ing insulated knolls by the most fertile corn-
lands, survives the ancient Sherwood.

Watered by the noblest and most heantiful
of northern rivers, the calm and meadowy
Trent, the sweet sylvan Idle, the angler's fa-
vorits fairy-haunted Dove, the silver Eyre,
mountainous Wharfe, and pastoral Ure and
Swale, if 1 were ealled upon to name the very
garden gem of Eagland, [ know none that com-
pare with this seat of the old-time Saxon forest.

You eannot now travel & mile through that
midland region of plenty and prosperity, with-
out hearing the merry chime of village bells
from many a eountry spire, without passing the
happy doors of hundreds of low cottage homes,
hundreds of pleasant hamlets courting the mel-
low sunshine from wyme laughing knoll, or
nestling in the shrubberies of some orchard-
mantled hollow.

Nor are large, prosperous, and thriving
towns, rich marts of agricultural produee, or
manutacturers of wealth richer than gold of
Eldorado, so far apart but that a good pedes.
trian may travel through the streets of a half
ad zenin a day's journey, and yet stand twen-
ty times agaze hoetween their busy precinets in
admiration—to borrow the words of the great
northern Romancer, with the scene and period
of whose most splendid effort my humble tale
unfortunately coincides—in admiration of the
“handreds of hroad headed, short-stemmed,
wide-branched oaks which had witnessed, per-
haps, the stately march of the Roman soldiers.”

[To BE conTINvED,]

From the Baltimorn Patriot

THE BIBLE AT THE FAIR.

The Holy Bible, in reparate volumes, deposit-
ed for exhibition by T. H. Stockton, 68 Lex-
ington street, Baltimore, Md. Thie is a model
onse uf books—representing # new, copyright
plan for the publication of the Bible. As to
the model itsolf, this is & very neat affuir, hav-
ing cost in its preparation nearly ninety dol.
lars. The case is of mahogany, about three
and a half feet high, two broad, and eight
inches deop. The body of it has three equal
ahelves, about eighteen inches lone, six deap,
and seven apart. The froot, under the srch
and along the edges of the nllel!elz in ap
goprintely lettered, showing the different

partmenta for the books, &o. The books
are of dundecimo size, of various thicknesses,
aceording to the amount of matter in the
Sacred Text in each iostance, and aixty-
#ix in number, representing the thirty-nine of
the Old Testament, from Genesis to Malachi ;
and the twenty-soven of the New Testament,
from Matthew to Rovelation. They are half-
bound, with smooth fancy calf backe, variously
colored—s0 as to distingnish their several de-
partments. Thus, the five books of The Law
are in green, the twelve Historieal Books in
crimson, the five Poetical Books in orange, the
seventeen Prophetical Books in gray, sprinkled
with red, the four Gospels in blue, the Acts of
the Apostles in pink, the Episties in brown,
and the Apocalypse in purple. Each volume
has two labels on the buck—the upper one
giving the name of the book, the lowor the
name of the author and the date. The volumes
are regularly numbered, also, from 1 to 66,
The si ate of clear glams in the door al.
lows all the inscriptions, with the books ar.
ranged under them, to be soen at & glan
that the whole design is obvious and impres.
#ive. Ina fow minutes even a child ma
enabled to understand the structure o’
Bihle, !:z this representation of it—better, in-
decd, than by the ordinary instrootions of
years,

It may be well to add that, though mers
models, each of the volumes containe s print-
ed of the book whose name it bears, ta-
ken from Bagster’s T i
mainder of each volume is blank
new edition, now pro , the Saored T
being in fuir, open type, will fill sbout balf
each volume. I'he other half is intended to be

il

ocoupied by the Appendix and Student's Mem-
orandum.

Having thus noticed the model, it is 8 mat-
ter of great importance to make & plain state-

publication. Thix however, Mr. Editor, must
await another opportunity
Very respectfully, yours, T.H. 8.

For the National Era.
T0 THE AUTHOR OF “ A DIARY " *

“Br Martua Russgrr” Ererything I meet,
Bearing that name, I read—and fiad how duty
Weds pleasure then, in union true and sweet ;
Whose progony are thoughts that glow with beauty,
Serenest thoughta which from the quickened woul
Flow, stream.like — now in sunshine — now in
shadow—
But musical, ever' and, where'er they roll,
Bright'ning with verdure, alope, and vale, and
mendow,
Till the wide Past, beheld through mem'ry's glass,
Seems near—seems presend—with this Jdiff 'revce
only:
Its glooms nre sunlit, and the cold mists pass
Up to the laughing boavens ' and 1, s lonely
In the thick mark erewhile, sguin behold
Troops of dead hopes revive—and youth's roman-
oes
Beem less u mockery, as they tinge with gold
The Present's leaden-bued and dismal fanaies.

“ And who is she,” T ask, * whese magio wand
Thus calls up plotures, fair and strangely real,
To hsunt my scal, till, in s yearnings fond,
It pees again the beautiful Tdeal
Of Boyhood's world? " For so she links my thought,
By her fresh thoughts, to memories dim and olden,
That vanished days return, and lifo seoms franght
With the elear splendors that made youth so golden.
I hear again the spirits of the wood
Freighting the soft air with their broesy singing ;
I woo again the mountain's solitude,
Whore sweetest wild flowers from the elefta are
apringing ;
T half believe that love is not a lie;
Nor life the cheat it secs to spirite jaded
With its fierce sirife ; nor immortality
A dream to mock uws, when Earth's hopes have
faded.

If, in thy crysial fancics. I can see

The ealin true soul that sends them on their mis-

sion,

And il that soul ls templed fittingly,

Oh, thou sré lovely as & poet's vision '
A brow, thought-shadowed, yot seronely fair

A blae oye, brimmed with buman tendornusses |
Lipa, like o Payohe's, swesd boyond compare;

Pale cheoks, half-veiled behind & food of tresscs.
Or brown, or golden, in the shifting light ;

And ovaer all, the graoe that gives completonoes—
Thus dost thou stand befere my mental sight—

Thy thought inenrnated in perfect mectness '

I know not now—perchance sy nover know—
How like, this pieture: buab, if outward bosuty
Hath boon deaied thes—and it may bo so—
Then hath Dame Nature done but bhalf her duty.
Thus to the more than kingly Socrates—
Thus to the fabulist, immortal Esop,
Of mental wealth she gave rich argosies,
But dashed the sweet with rather too much byssop.
“ Wiso shall they be," she said; * but dsowty—houm '
'Tis well enough for fools, I never doub sed—
Those regal spirits, born for martyrdom,
Can muke their way, if uny can, without it."
Well—be the osse with you whate'er it may,
Livo long—write much—win fame—but 15 caress-
ing
Bhall seem loss grateful, in your dying day,
Than tho sobbed prayors from bearts you cow are
bl :
- Fuzzy Guzzry,

* And s great many other good things, published
in the Natsonal kra and other pericdioals

For the National Era
A DIARY.

pe BY unmuu.,
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Again we gathered round the #Be—wo did
not spesk of the past, but the russets were
brought up, snd we talked over the condition
of the farm, every fleld of which was almost
as familiar to mo a8 to James, the comparative
qualities of the “ Hudson meadow” and the
“ olovor piece” for spring wheat, the amount
of available rail timber in the “ over yonder "
woods, and, before | slept, we had run a new
fonce around the “ Juniper lot,” and James
bad rooted out their spreading branches. May
he ns easily root up his evil babits! But that
can hardly be; yet, when | left this mnruinﬁ,
8¢ he placed the reins in my hands he said,
esrnea'j , “You have trusted me ns & man—
spoken to me a8 one, Elizabeth, and you shall
soe that | will be one'” Aye, with God's help,
James.

‘eb. 2tith.—Another stroke of paralysis, and
now my mother knows me no more—perhaps,
no more on earth. | heard Mra. F. ocalling to
her dsughter Mary, a moment ago. My moth-
er will pever call me sgain—never utter my
name! This is tasting the bitterness of death !

‘eb. 28th —A letter from Emilia Cranston,
How strange and unreal sound her gay words
of “bulls, snd parties, snd conquests”  One
thing gives me plensure—as much as this
wenry iurt oun feel. Fred. H, did not go to
Europe, only to Cuba, and is now in New York

Marca 201h —Al w over! My mother—my
all—lies pulseloss and rigid in the room below.
I have sat by her for hoors in a kind of dall
stupidity, sesrcely reccognising anything, feel-
in lﬁ,ﬂlit'lg but this leaden sense of loss.
When will the end come!

March 215t —Last night | slept, for the first
time in four nights—a heavy, dreamful, trou-
bled sleep—a counterpart of the day. Then |
rose and went down to the white form lying so
still there, beneath the white sheet, that which
was my mother, and yet waa not ; and for the
first time the tears sprang forth—tears for
myself—not her. | could ise the hand
ol’h‘ud, but not trust it. Obh, how dark and
lonely looked the way of life. | walked to the
window and looked out through my blindin
tears. Oh, how dreary and miserable soo
that prospect, which ever before had worn
some new phase of Desuty—that long mimf
“tidal sand,” the tall Llack stakes of the “fish.
ing ponds,” the ravening waves in the fore-
ground, stesling ever in and in, as death had
stolen on me—tho waste of wild waters backed
by a shroud of gruy March mist, through
'{I.iﬂb streameod faintly the weak Leams of the
rising sun.

Suddenly, twittering down vpon & bunch of
oat-nip, whose dry stalks rustled beneath the
window, came two little brown sparrows.  As
| watohed them, hopping from stalk to stalk,
picking at the dried veed-whorls, 1 remember-
ed His words—"Ye are of more value than
many sparrows!”  Did He send them! Oh,
did He mot!'—for my heart seeepted their
teaching, and was comforted.

March 23d —I have looked my lust upon
that face, | have scen the dust heaped overthe
coffin, and comprehend the mournful signifi-
cance of the old minister's words, when he
thaoked friends and neighbore for their assiet-
ance in ! ing our dead from sight.”

Asl ta sway from that grave, now, my
only heritage, my hand was grasped by blind
old’ Mr. B, who with James had come, not
merely to pay the last to the dead, but
lon&wuuorphw soghter a home in
their house. .

I was deeply touched by this kindness ; but
more by James's words and manner, wheo be
timidly, as if bis happiness might deepen
my grief, that w L. had forgiven bim his
errors—that she be hix wife in the spring,
"; longed to have me come!”

or & time | to them, but that must
not be my “lbai.’."ﬂm.” A life of action
I have health snd education,

&

and labor on until [ go down to the grave, one
of those

|
|
“ Whom men love nol, bat yel regret."” |

March 25th —* God said, let there be light; |
and there was light!” Primordial words!

Yet, have they not a signifieant relation to the

experience of every soul? Thus it hath been

with me. ;
Oh ! the dismantling of ‘our old home ; the |
moving of forniture that seems to have been |
made to fill just those places, and none other; |
the rifling of drawers and the deseoration ofl
even friendly hands, touching the cherished

rélies of the dead! But it must be borne, that

Mr.J might have his “bond.” He had kept

his promise, and | would mine.

After secing the few relics | had eelected
sent off to Mr. F's, who had kindW® offered me
a home, | begged his wife to leavs mo to pass
the lust few hours of dayglight slone

Oh, these hours ! too painful for me to re-

eall. The wild tumult of recollections thnt
coursed through my mind, a8 | wandered from
room to room—ench one powi dearer and
dearer, until in the d:l‘l ness, with a
blessing on the threshold, | crossed it, never
to return, 3 -
The daffodils planted years ago, by hands now
still in the grave, were out, and | gathered a
handful, aud stood leaning over the gate. How
well | remembered the time whei: fwasoblig:d
to stand on tip-toe to reasch the lateh, looking
up to the leafless boughs of the maples, upon
which the pale sunlight still Iing»mf

Oh, those trees! They were rooted in my
heart ; they had mingled their low, slumberous
music with my mother's songs ahove my era-
dle—marmured solemn nses to my even-
ing prayers, shaded my u:i!duh eports, my
happy maiden dreamings; and was it not meet
that they rhould be leafless, now that my puth
was all shadow! Then | remembered mz
father, as he lay in bis open coffin beneat
them, while friends and neighbors crowded
around to take a last look ; I recalled the very

lay of the shadows on his pale face, ns they
Ef'h-d me up to kiss his cheek ; and, resting m
head upon 1hoanta.l wept with the c:mmﬁ
sive bitterness of a ohild. How long I know
not; | was contcious of nothing until, & deep,
manly voice at my side said, * Elizabeth !”
I did not see the fuoce, scarce!y the arws that
were held out tome ; but$he next moment | was
folded close within their embrace. What were
earthly housos, homes, lands, to me then, when
I knew the stron beneath my head
would shelter me fi y

Winding his sems closer and closer about
me, a8 one cradles a weary child, he let me
weep on until my grief spent il in long-
drawn sobe. Then raiging my head, and draw.
ing my arm through his, he said, * That will
do, Elizabeth ; you are getting cold.”

I moved on st once ; when did | ever dream
of opposing that tone, #o quiet, yet #o rosistless !
I did not even ask how he came there ; it was
enough that it was s0o. Nor did he tell ; but
instinctively divining, as it stcmed, that my
way lay towards Mr. F s he walked on quistly,
speaking of the shows of country life. But
when within & fow yards of the door, he paused,
and, taking both my bands in his, anid, earnest-
ly, “ Elizabeth, you have suffored excitement
enough for one day, and too much ; but, before
we part to-night, it is fitting and right that |
should ask and you should suswer ono question

“I love you, Elizabeth. Tell me, is it as |
hope—does your heart fully respond to mine—
will it trust me forever 1"

Ha had put me from him, sad stood looking
down into my eyes, with that deep, questioning
gaze of his. For a moment, | could not speak

“ Elizabeth, my papil ! ”

“ My master ! my all!” and then he gath-
ered me to his breast—his lip met mine, and
the garnered love of years was poured out in
that kiss. !

Suddenly loosing me flom his embrace, B
said, “ This is wrong ; you are faiot and weary.
poor child ; 1 bave much to say, but my words
must wait until to-morrow. Let me come to
you, say atnine in the morning, and in the mean

time please make such temporary arrangements

“Your aunt, for one.”

” ;:m! you believed it 1’

“Well, | must confess, my opinion of your
penetration is lessened peroeptibly.”

“Very likely—a not unusual experience with
married Indies, | believe. But Bessie,” he
went, on prisoning my hands in his, and speak-
ing gravely, “ you ought not to regret it, for it
taught me the best les<on [ ever learned—how
dear you were 80 my heart. | hoped that the
absurd romor sbout Mrs, N. would do as
much for you; but it seoms you defendod her
like & true knight-errant
“No. no, Harold : say rather it was s proud
woman's expiation for giving, ss she thought
her hoart unsonght.”

“My poor BHe-sie,” he said, thoughtfully,
raising my head from his breast, “you must
have enffered
4 "‘I did; but tell me, you have scon Doctor
“Yes or | should not have you sitting by
my side, my wile, the desrest sight & man ecan
sec un carth—at least, not until long years,
rhaps of trial, had taught me the truth.”
“And he told you that | "——
+" No, he said no such thing Bot he ealled
himselt aud me wll manner of hard oames sod
ordered me to come right down to M., ‘an' |
loved him’  Moreover, he told me Mr. H, is to
marry hi# cousin, Mis Emilis Cranston '’
“(z00d ! 7 | exclaimed ; and then, sparing H
a3 much as possible, | told him all the story of
my stay at uncle's—all wy trinls, struggles
and temptations ; wnd he, my noble hustisnd
he understood them all, and pointed out to me
their uses—how they had widened and deep-
encd my sympathies with humanity, made me
stronger and wiser for the battle of life, until |
could only weep happy tears,
Then | showed all my weaknoss, my want
of faith; but he only answered, drawing me
closer to him—

" My bride, my wife, my lifo'
Luy thy sweet hands lo mine, and trast to me*

For I‘ho National Ers
BELL BMITH ABROAD.—AT SEA

Dear Docron: We left New York in the
good ship Franklin, on the day of :
grnced by the tears and followed by the bless-
ings of Pier No. 4. | had intended, for months
before, to devote that hour of parting to sub-
lime emotions; but, to tell the unromantic
truth, | was 20 heated nnd confused by the lit-
tle annoyances and unlooked-for oceurrences of
the morning, that | had nothing but a feeling
of o denss crowd under & low awning, and »
confused notion of the whereabouts of «ix
trunks, four hoxes two carpet hags, three oloaks,
guitar-box, and n bird-cage, whioch seemed to
me certanly to have been left in the Astor
House, or distributed over the dirty streets of
New York.  On the morning of our departure,
I found a multitude of necessary things undone
Luey, poor child, could not help me; and D.
had gone off to get shaved, which | knew would
last until half past twelve ; in which time, by

ing bo-peep with the horizon, and s deathly
feeling came up, that carried me miles beyond
admiration. | resclutely denied being at sll
sick, and, indeed, enjoyed wome hearty laughs
Colone! H. and D. had heen bossting of their
power of resistance—claimed to be “ old salts”
“men doge,” und other expressive numes.  The
first waves brought [). down  He said be was
“ & miserable wan, and pary salt to speak of ’
“ wished he was dead,” &¢ - and in the midst
of his miseries Colonel H. rushed up, with his
bandkerchiel instead of his dinner in  his
mouth, and for the space of fiftesn minutes was
specchless. Hin first utterance was & gaaping
remark that he had no idea ho was so bilious
Both wandered about, looking like star-oandles
I heard D. proposing to the Colonel tfiat he
should step out and make affidavit 1o the effect
that he was & “sea dog, sod rather sdmired
the briny deep thun otherwise.”

One can never be on familiar terms with old
ocean. | am satisfiod the lust night ag sea will
be strange as the first. The sailors, who all
their lives hnve been tossed npon ita restless
waves, until their birth.-marks of character are
wished out, and they become s people unto
themselves, | nm eonvineed, never look upon
their habitation as we do on the dells. hills
and meadows, of our homes. “$'w a flyin’ in
the face of heaven, for men to be goin’ up
smoke bags” said un old conntryman to me,
onee. while witnessing u balloun as sension ; i
the Lord had intended us to fly, he'd & given
us wings”  And 80 | think of going down to
sen in groat ships We have not heen provided
with stomachs nor fine. | looked around the
little room in which we were to live twelve
duye, and wondered whether | should got used
to and love itat last.  Your thousands of resd-
ers out Weat, who never saw such a thing, must
imagine an exnggerated store-box set on the
tup of 8 tee-totem, with two shelves for berths
and & port-hole fur u window, through which
when open, the sea roared, making you feel as
if two hugo shells were clasped over your ears
Of the berths, from first to last, | could make
nothing : the mystery of getting in and out
puzzied my weary bruin the last night. 1 felt
s0 like being cuffined the first evening, sud
feared so positively that the upper shielf would
break down, that 1 pulled my mmitress on to

the floor, and in the morning waked with my
foet higher than my hend—{ecling so miserably
ridiculous that | did not know whether to laugh
or cry. | did the first: for | saw D balaneing
himself on the upper shelf, in evident douht
whether to climb or tumble down ; and on ask
jug how he fele, he responded, with s most rue-
ful countenance, that he was “an ancient
mariner, whose home was on the moontain
wave.”

We bad a motley collection of passengers
Captain Noah, when commander of his high-
water oraft, hand not & more singular collection
of ereatures. Next to me, at table, sat o Ger.
man Baron, with sn immense quantity of huir
on his countenanve, and a castle on the Rhine
He ix & gentleman, however; and, like Cardi-
nal Wolsey, porsesses an unbounded stomach.
He cun eat anything, almost—almost, | say;
for pine-apple dipped in beer, with sen bisouit

the closeat enleulation, our steamer wonld have
been outside the bay of New York, and heyond
the successful pursuit of even a business charac-
ter. 1's shaving oonsisted of reading all the
re, chatting with everybody he met, eating
mu...:, and the startling discovery, just at
twelve o'clock, that he had bosiness in bank,
aud letters which must be mailed before leavy-
ing. To sum up all, that man’s departure with
us was an especial act of Providence; for at the
corner of two narrow streets, just as George 5.
on one sido was advi-ing me to take champagne
in case of ses-sickness, and Mra. W, on the
other was beseeching me to send her the latest
new bounet, | oaught sight of the anxiously-
sought-for individual, seated in n hack, calmiy
surveying a barricade of hacks and omnibuses
which, probably employed by the hour, were
content to remiin there the enviee day. a
eaptured him, under protest, and arrived at the
bont as the bell struck twelve. lmmediately
the toating-world slipped cable, and with »
great waving of handkerobiefs, loud huzzas, and
a shrill shriek from the engine, which scemed

as yon wish, for we must bo in New Haven to-
morrow night."”

“We! po soon—what for ' | asked in =
hreath.

“ Oh, for several rensons,” he said, smiling
that old quiet smile—" the strongest, perhaps
because | have busied myselfl in arranging s
home there, whioh refuses to seam home until
n certain treasuroe is there.”

“ Rat—hut ”

“Oh, you know, of old, that | never enter-
tain ‘buts’ You have promised to trust me
fur the future, and | mean henceforth that the
trust shall be no sinecure, There—now prom
ise me you will go in and go to sleep; promise,
my darling "

My dmﬁmg.‘ Are there sweoter words in
onr mother tingue! | promised, but how can
I sloep?  There nre nights enough to come, in
wh ¢l to sleep ; but theso emotions—they come
but once in a lifetime ; there may be others,
decper, richer, more intense, but thess come
never again ! His darling !

New Haven, April 10th —He oame that
morning, and after some explanatory chat with
dear Mrs. F, | went up stairs, ot his suggestion,
toput on my travelling dress, in order to take a
short walk before the carriage came which
was to take us to the city. When | came down,
T. was still talking enrnestly with Mrs F,
who inspected my dress clisely, (it was the
pretty travelling dre-s | had in H——) pulled
o plait here und another theve, and seemed al-
together nervous and excited, & thing very un-
usual for ber.

We walked on, talking of the past, calling
llr the duys of my pupilage, and the words snd
glances which had st onee said 80 moch and
#0 little, until we stood hy my mother’s grave,
silently n fow moments; then he mid, © We
are both orphans and both free—free to act s
we choose—ure we not, Elisabeth?”

And | answered, © Yeu "

“Then, gu with me.”

I did not hesitate, though | apprehended his

meaning when he drew my arm through his
and led me into the church, where wers gath-
ered the old minister, Mr. and Mrs. F, nod o
few of the old neighbers. In s few moments
we had ratified before the world the vows of
our hearts, snd turned to meet the congratula-
tions of the few friends. T. apoke for me, kind-
ly snd gently thanking them for all their
kindness, und then, in hie quict way, stepped
t them, and placed me¥a the carringe weit-
g at the door
“My wife. my own wife!" he whispered, as
hie took his geat by my side.
Abl, then I saw my mistake! Then | knew
that there were swoeter words than those of
the evening before ; but, surely, none in earth
or Heaven that can equal these!

Now wo are at home—a plensant homs, lgr,
and & rich ons, for it contains two bappy hu-
man hearts. | have been tio happy to ssk
an explanation of the psst as yet. But that
Mrs. N.; I'll ask him alout her when he lays
down that paper.

“ Harold, how was it about that Mre. N.*
Come, explain.”

“Yea, darling, when you plense to ealighien
me about that i'dr, H"

“Oh, you quibbling lnwyer, why don’t you
tell » straight story, and ssy you were com-
pletely fascinated ? ' )

“Because no man is obliged to ll:riumm
himself, especially when he is not guilty.”

b Bu‘t wasn't 5.. n little, nll—ﬂ.muwd in
ber at one tima!" -
“No, if by interested you mean snything
more than mere scquaintance.  Surely, you do
oot believe it 7 and he came round to & seat
on the sofa, by my sids.

“ No, indesd; but what was there about it!
The interast was on her side, then, wus it not?”
1 thought | taught you long sgo not to ask
impertinent guestions. Now 1's my turn
catechise. W?q didn't you marry young H.1"
“Because | did not love him well enough.
But who told you he offered himmelf?”

“No one; | inferred it from some things. By

and all up and down the grest thoroughfares | sides, | was given to undurstand thet it wus &
those waiting to be taught. | settled »
shall find  place,

of our land are
Somewhere smong thess |

“You was! Whoby!”

a cry of ungry dismay, we splashed into the
bay, “outward bound.”

The choicest bits of emotion | hava ever boen
blessod with have come unexpected. I never
st out to be delighted, awe-struck, or sston-
ished, that [ did not mourn over & total failure.
Au ordinary picture, in an unexpected corner,
has won more admiration and given moro
pleasure than whole galleries of famous old
wastors. | saw New York gradually disappear,
and my mind, in place of hidding adieu to the
great world we enll our own, and which for so
many days, months, and perhaps years, would
be dresmed over or runemlmrr,. kept running
on w handkerchiet that | was satisfied | had
left in my room st the Astor House, and, of
course, nover to be seen by the real owner
aguin. A small matter, that handkerchief,
Light and delicate enough to have been a gift
from Oberon to Titania, snod yet it was large
enough to cover New York bay, Brooklyn, and
all the surroundings so generally sean lﬁrough
tonrs by depurting vravellers. By force of will,
I disposed of the handkerchief snd was be-
ooming tranquil, when D) asked what had be-
come of vur passport —if | knew anything
whout the keys—had not the brandy and Ja-
maics ginger been forgotten! All of which
sent me from the deck to our eabin, before un.
visited. Our entrance was grested hy & com-
biontion of odors, which at once answered hulf
his guestions. The gioger, hair oil, brandy,
and oologne, had all born wmbled by poor
little Lucy into n carpet sack, which, when
opened, presented, a9 D). suid a “considerable
smash '—the mingled liquids dyeing our night-
dressen, which by the process seemed to suffer
a “wsou change unt something rich wod
strange.” | sat down, and laughed and oricd,
aw [, with & ruetul coontensnce, pulled out
the various articles and held them up, makiog
queer comments, He wanted to throw them
all out the window, and lot the fish experi-
ment—assorting that they would play “0ld
Gooseberry " with the sharks, as he did not
think any digestion would be good against
such & quantity of excellent proventives. He
argued, however, that taken by some larger
crosturs as & honeopathic dose, and ns all the
ills that fish wore hoir to must be some species
of sea-sickness, we might he the means of saving
the life of some aged and infirm whale,

Upon our retarn to the deck, the engine bad
ceased its throbbings, snd we wore heading in
towurds u low, sandy island, graced by s light-
house, but othorwise barren enough for Willis
to run out aod Y’" Robinson Crusoe on. A
boat was being lowered, with a dozen men in
it, snd, | was informed, & party made up of
pitriotic Frenchmen in reducd circumstanoes,
who had hid themselves in the vessel, hoping
in this way to win & to their sunny
land of grapes and gaioty. Poor fellows! whet
olden hopes they had seen melt away upon
ﬁmﬁgn shures, and now, sick st heart, were
willing to undergo any Ll.rdnhip to got back
once more to wives and childeen. My heart
ached as [ saw them turned homel s and pen-
niless upon the ssuds.  But such ?m‘ruh, i
in great dunger of being misplaced. | but &
few days befure began urf'm over the parting
a gotten up by some rug in the cars ; but,
ma‘l could get at my pocket handkerchicf,
Paddy snd Co. were lsughing as hoartily as
before they had howled. And even in this in-
stanco the unfortunate exiled indulged in sev-
eral merry enpern upon the sands, sud gave us
o parting shout, mingled with lsughter, that,
ringing over the waves, cheered me up vonsid-
ernbly, Wi child and Fren ner-
ally, were not in such » bad way, 5
&e amw ’:ho wun x :‘r_wn at ses, ¥ was sur-
isad at the nun, gers ng
D late or this bewutifl 201 0.8 summee’s
day. Indeed, they d it to their dinner,
and clung o the decks, while a few anoient
marinerd were uncorking champagoe and en-
tn;ing substantinls below. Among the rest,
ugy snd D). huog over the railing, and scomed
W lnmum; ot loast, they camo back and
#0 in me, Came back; for, to tell you
the truth, in & confidentisl way, | took one look

and cheese, did prove too much, and for some
days the Baron was not secn by men,

In the way of eating, and discoursing there
on, however, the fashionable anthor of the
“Upper Two Dozen” and an Englith officer,
who bad places not far from us earried things
to “a high pitoh of perfection” 1 had not,
until enlightened by these learned gentlemen
the remotest idea of the art culinary. What
superh dinners theee envans had partaken of;
what peculinr, delicate dishes it bad been their
fortune to be ravished over; how often they
had been poisoned, eruelly poisoned, and aul-
fered extreme penalty. from vile componnds
propared by villains disguised as cooks, | oan
not pretend to remember.  To such an extent
has the art been cultivated, that many things
which would-disgast an unsophisticated stom-
ach are 10 be considered prime luxaries.  Fon
ipstance, one day st dinner, when our vessel

was rolling in that casy sweep over the long
swells that keeps one in wuch a state of dis-
tressing uncertainty between hunger and ren-
siokness, our author began—

“The prejudices, my dear sir, against some
delicious arucles of food is really nstonishing—
re ta of barbarism, | assure you. Now,
for Tnstunce, some species of snake wre quite ns
good in the handa of an artiste as your eel. It
has only been of late that frogs are put to their
proper use, and now scienco hiue been able to

ot over the hind legs only. | tell you, nothing
ﬁnn been made in vain, and the day is not far
distant when burzzard-fricnssee will be esteemed
a famous delicacy.  Permit me tu give you un
illustration : [ had a cook, once, a cnpital fel-
luw—indeed, a man of infinite geninvs—had he
stooped to books, | have little question but that
ho would have st onoe been recognised. 1 got
him at a great bargain He cooked onoe as an
experiment, impelled by bis wonderful genius,
tue Empress Marie's fuvorite monkey, uod had
to tly for his Iife; and this proves how noearly
the wffvetions wre alliod w our digestive organs.
The Empress was so delighted with the dish
thut she never rested until she discoversd of
what it was composed  The Bible, you koow,
gpeaks of men without bowels  Well, us [ was
saying, | was surprised at iy house one day by
o party of distinguished diners who vame pur
puxe]‘y to try my enisine  There was not an
article to speak of in the house ; Barbaetti look-
ed puszled for s second, but vnly & second
Hang me if | kuew ball the time what | was
entiug  We hud a dinver—superh, wondertul
dinver—and, in the midst of our raptures wt
its conclusion, we begged Barbetti to give us
the real bill of ture. My dear wmr, u little wine,
if you please. It consisted of u Cincinnati ham,
my favorite pointer, s poll-parrot, six kitteus,
and four rats—the lust done up in sugured
pastry we i dessert’

“What became of him?"

“Disd. True w his charactor, died trying
the effoct on himeelf of un ordinnry New York
dinner—dicd in borrible agony.”

A party ol young gentlewaen from the South
und West—some proposing to be studonts io
Parix, others on plessure bont—muessed togeth-
er, and consumed great quantities of wine in &
very merry way. [heir dinner began st half

loor, sud ended st midoight, or therea-
uts, We were generally notified of the brenk.
ing up, ns one of the compuny siwnys made an
attampt to olimb into the machinery, and wns
repulsed with loud outcries; while another, de-
scending into the cabin, invarisbly turned w
the rignt, iostesd of the lefy, which broughe
him 1o the state room of o dyspeptic old gen-
tleman, snd a pitched batilo was the conse-
quonos, which disturbed the entire ¢ numunity
belore peace oould be provinimed. Thoese gentle-
men—all bonrers of despatches, by the by —by
thair great good nature and fine How of spirite,
did more to enliven the passage than the
others together, Thers was no resisting their
continual jokes, and lively, rattling conversu-
b

on.
Mrw. T, the celehrated traveller—haviog ns
you know girdled the ewrth, and alone; o Ger-
wman savan, who had wn entire state-room to
himself—the bost was not orowded—with the
upper berth, and every corner, indeed, full of
gical speoimens, who kept diving down
und bringing up startling rocks, whenever he
oould get une to listen to his theory, that the
eurth wus originally nothing but fug—u theory
we wers much inclined to wecept, tor wo naw
nothing but this article, and of the the densest
kind, two.thirds of our way—l beliove the
largest olass world could be made several timos
during our trip; sn eccontric Frenchman, who
had been ulsting in American lands—made
the rest J our notable passengers. We had
the captain asured us w lerge collection of
unknowns, who would keep their state-rooms,
in various stages of dioauls sod misery, until
the steamer wrrived at Havre,

On Friday we had rough weathor—Captain
Wotten would not permit us to call it o storm.
It was sublime to me; and | sat upon the deck
all day, and uotil late as night, spell-bound in
hdnﬂm,mw the Lresking

waves. | have s uy ol giving charae.
vor and will 0 these (Mogs Locking 6 the

slung the huge vessel, wod saw the bow play-

rapids of Niagara, it always seomed 0 me As

if & portion of the waves were struggling hack
from the fearful precipice  OLl, gray-headed
conservatives, who vooiferated and looght t!
mad progeessives, shoated earnestly of had
timos ahead, of erisis, and crash, and roin, b
nu - purpeose And now, ns the waters roared
aronnd us, it seepued as il o portion were doing
battle in our behalf—how the immense wav: <
would dash flercely at v, nod other buge waves
would meet them, and struggle and break and
fall back in wildest tumali—how way off a tes
rible billow would lift its head and seem #ud
denly to get sight of our vessal snd with a wild
rosr slart in pursait, with an army pressiog
niter—how, just as wo secmed aboat being
fevoured, other waves would rush al ruptly
round our bows, and gve hattle, while the oid
hoat strode bravely on, leaving them blindls
fighting way abaft  For hours way into the
night | h=tened toand looked upon the uproar
until 1. dragged we below

Balow, the uld bost was making a terribls
pother. Every timber, evory plank, seemed
possessed of & voiee, nud complaining hatterly
w each other. “Bad times" -= ‘surry they
ecome =" wished thie thing done with ' —secin
o] whined and grosned out in every sunceiva-
Me tone. | fell asleen, watehing a #tool and a
wash-huwsin danoe o stately micuet over om
Hoor. With what diguity aod esse the stoul

chin=se’d | how they niet and crossed ; how they
Lorwarded to s sturdy pair of hoots, und seemed
soliciting the honor—which boots surlily d

elined — ind grivdually the stoul lengthencd
mto a stately old gentleman, with ]nrm.‘r!'w!
wigand slender shunks | nud the basin chuogrd
to u fleshy dowager, all broende and fan. And

still the stately minuet went on, and on, and
om, to musie that seened made up of trombones
and squenky fiddles

I was startled from my dream by a foarful
outery near us; and we rushed out, frightencd

terribly, to find that the German suvan’s ~pee
mens, pluced in the upper berth, had fillen
down and nearly killed him

LETTER FROM LOEDON.

Loxpox, Sept. 30, 1853
To the Editor .:f the Natronel Era

The great minds of English literature con
tempornry with Byron are fust disappearing
from earth, Bat o few months ago, Tom Moore
wiss carried to the grave ;. and. excopting Leigh
Huug only, thers is not one now living of the
birilliant intellocts which #hed such lustra on
England in the early part of the presont oen-
tury.  He is the only bok left us of the chain,
nod & brighter could not be desired. His name
shines, and will shine, in the literary conntel
lation of his day, to other ages; and his pore
and happy thonghts, as expressed in his works,
will be as * jars of honey " to many.

I think the muse of Americans know more
of Eoglish literary men than the English do
themselves : and & man who was personally
known to Byron, and whose writings have wade
him famous, is oftencr the vhjest of our estecm
than that of Eoglishmen—Yeonuse wn know
his mind through the medinm of books hetter
than they do.

Leigh Hunt is nearly seventy yanrs of age
His appearnnce is prepossessing, and he bears
no resomblonce whatever to the muany inex-
pressive attempts at his likeness | have seen.
Ho is spoken of as the “gray haired boy,” and
the expression sonveysa good iden of his gentlo
disposition and struight. youth like frame. He
i4 mbout five feet sevon inches high, of delicute
form, extremely genteel in peraon, and has
long wavy har, white ax snow, and s bright
eye, full of kindness.  His voice is roft, silvery
musical  His manners are easy und refined
Although not 50 tull by any means, nor yet s
robust i figore, he reminds an Ameriean of
Henry Clay. Il wears his hair as did that
statesman, aud the shape of his face is much
like Clag's. It is devidedly Amerioan, which
fact i ’\.N'mlnh'd for from his mother hl-ill“ "
nwtive of Peawsylvanin  OF her ho loves to
speak, and he has an admiration for Philadel
plin, the eity of Ler birth,

Nit one of tha literary contemporaries of

Leigh Hunt, whose numes wre as familiar to
the reading world as his, felt poverty so keenly
a4 he  Early theown uvpon his own rosources
in “ Great London,” he turned to litemtore os
i profession , and although seld in successiul
in his publishing schemes, he still won friends
and fame, but not much money. His Inbors
have heon great—his pay ¢ mparatively small
Ho i in recoipt of n Government penrion, nud
that, in sonnection with the proceeds of his
works, pruduuun enough for his comfortable
sapport. :

Our eonversation torned upon the United
Statos, I soon discovered his klmwlal.lgﬂ ol um
to be greater than that ordinanly sxbibited by
most well-informed Englishmen.  He express.
od plewsure with the aequaintance shown by
Americans with Englich litorature, and seomed
somewhat surprised at their knowledge in sach
matters.  Like many Englishmoen. he has u
dosire to visit the United Soates ;. and if his age
wis ot against b, be probably would — All
intelligent persoos know something of his lys.
tory  His father was 0 West [udian,
mother w Philadelphinn snd all his hrothe
und sisters were born in Philadelphia, hio bong
the only Eoglistiman of th family. Hiw fnther
wias o Tory,” and hed to fly from the vie.
lence of the © Democrats” as Leigh Hunt
enlls the Whige of that day, and tovk up his
remidonce near London where Loigh was born
He hus un Amerioan feehing, snd sich w found
w oxist in the dosesndants of © Tories’ pone-
rully on this side of the water, Ho told me
an sncodote of a grand.on of West, the paint-
er, n little amusing in itself, which is worth
repenting. The young man, fecl ng w pride for
his Americun cousins, detevmined vpon payiug
them u visit; and with an oye to soonony, and
paying expenses, touk several of the wrtist's
works with him for exbibition.  Hes relatives
roceived him vhry well, except one partienler
old gentleman; wnd © ho. being ao nveterwto
republioan,” ssid Me. Hunt, ‘e widered it
diwreputable for one of the family o muke n
showman of himself” It was humilisting to
young West to be thus rebinked ; and from
the msnaer the ceourrence wis related 0 me,
I oomeluded thut West was not altogoetlier
plensed with his * republican gonsins.”

I think it may be set down as a fact, that
liternry mon generally begin their intellestual
labors for fame, uod wiod up with & much
better opinion of pounds, shillings, and pence,
than they had on entering Lile.  So it is with
Loigh Hoot.  He says that it s geatifying to
hive an honorabls fume ; Lut unless w man
guing money with it, the distinetion i» often-
times & very great inconvenience.  Celobrity
is & costly eommndity and its possossor (if he
have n mind delicately inclined, und be poor)
tinds it woro then equal to Lis income. Mr
Hunt's fame has mude him friends ho will
naver weo; and his beantiful poem, “ Alou
Ben Adhem,” finds n response in avery hoart
“ Al Amaeans” nud he, “speak to me
about it; and | am inclioed to think it popu-
larity rests upon Lhe sentiment it coutuing—
that ba who loves his fellow men, and is truly
charitable to Lis race, is the true Christian,
The sentiment touches the feelings instantly,
and exoites emotions of love aod charity to-
wards all” He met with it in his Persian
roadings, and it was so foraib'y impressed upon
his mind, that he immedintely wove it into
rhyms. He fully understands its popularity in
Amerioa.
The life of an old man is cheered and com-
forted by s knowledge of the possession of
means which pus him beyond the possibility of
want. It is & consolstion that Leigh Hunt ia
provided for in his latter duys. He is & bealthy
man pow, and his life may yet be prolonged
another decade. Cheerful, intellectual, viva-
cious, full of svecdote, and instructive in con-
vorwation, he is s oharming companion, snd
the hours pasa away in his company us if time
were pussing gaily, ing on flowers

of remark, that the Gov-
ernment that ed him in his youth for
expression of liberaliem, in

o | have sl
now mn. him w ion, ave al-
luded to this befure, but.in: ‘worth nrul‘
Yours, truly, .M,

e




